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to be pondering deeply; for she remained motionless for a min-
ute, her fingers on the envelope within the little silk-lined recep-
tacle. Then she rose slowly to her feet and shook the front of
her skirt and passed her fingers quickly over the back of it.
"Well," she said, holding out her hand with a smile, *T\ e sot
to prepare my school lesson now, so I won't ask you ^hich way
you're going. But if I were you, Mr. Dekker, Yd go and see your
Penny at once about your wrist!"
Two hours later, in fact just as St. John's clock was chiming
half-past four, Sam left his loft chamber, with the black dog
comfortably asleep under his camp-bed, and sallied forth into
the street. His face was washed and clean. His step was light.
Angela's handkerchief was still round his wrist just as she had
tied it. He came out that afternoon impatient to tell all the
world what he had seen.
"I'll go to Nell and Father tonight," he thought, "but not till
after the evening service."
He was so dazed with his new happiness that he gave no
heed at all to the direction in which he was walking. He moved
along like a somnambulist. Now and again he talked to himself
in low mutterings. For normal persons to talk to themselves is
either a sign of great happiness or of great unhappiness or a
sign that they know themselves to be surrounded by absolute
physical loneliness.
"Is it a Tench?" he kept muttering quite audibly. What he
was always reverting to in his thoughts was the necessity he was
under to tell everybody in Glastonbury that he had seen the
Grail; and several times he stopped various errand boys and
tradesmen's wives, whom he knew by sight, and began to tell
them, or began to gather himself up to tell them, but by some
queer psychological law they seemed inevitably to slip away
from him before he had forced them to listen to him. He came by
degrees to- have that queer sensation that we have sometimes in
dreams, that everything we touch eludes us and slides away. He
even got the feeling that the pavements were soft under his feet
and that the people he passed were like ghosts who moved with-
out moving their legs.
At last he found himself walking in the immediate rear of ex-